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MR. FEILER: Today's date is October 
12th, 2001. The time now is 1102 hours. 
This is Monte Feiler of the Fire Department 
of the City of New York. I am conducting an 
interview with the following individual. 

Please state your name, rank and area 
of command. 

LIEUTENANT LAROCCO: Lieutenant Robert 
Larocco. I'm assigned to Ladder 9 in the 
ist Division in lower Manhattan. 

MR. FEILER: Of the New York City Fire 
Department. 

We're conducting an interview at the 
lieutenant's office in the quarters of 
Ladder 9, and this is regarding the events 
of September 11th, 2001. 

Also present is -- 

MS. QUEVEDO: Fabiola Quevedo of the 
Fire Department, City of New York. 

Q. Okay, Lieutenant, you can go ahead. 

A I'll start my story on the morning of 
the 11th, Tuesday morning. I was off duty and I 
had an appointment with a friend at 10:30 in the 


morning. So I took the train into the Village 
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over here. When I got off the train, I thought 
to myself what should I do, should I go have 
coffee with the guys in the fire house, which I 
kind of do all the time. It's kind of loud and 
noisy. Or should I do some like quiet time. 

There was a greasy spoon diner on 
Second Avenue. I figured I'd go have the 
breakfast special over there, read the paper, get 
served, have a couple cups of coffee. I was 
early, so I thought I'd kill some time. 

I was walking across town on Tenth 
Street. When I got to Tenth Street and Second 
Avenue, right where Stuyvesant cuts in, there's a 
church over there. In front of the church, 
there's kind of like a park. It has trees out 
there and benches. They were setting up a green 
grocer market. So I stopped. 

It was a real nice day, clear day, nice 
weather. I was looking at the stuff that they 
were putting out. Now we all heard a plane that 
sounded like it was in trouble. So everyone 
stopped what they were doing. It was obvious 
there was something wrong with the motors. They 


were like straining, and they were louder than 
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normal. Normally over Manhattan a plane flies 
very high. 

We all looked in the sky and didn't see 
anything, but then for six or seven seconds 
flying out of the northeast, headed southwest, 
was this jetliner, like the kind of thing you 
would go on to go to Miami Beach or Vegas or 
something like that. 

It was flying very low, probably about 
350 feet. As it passed over us, it wobbled, just 
a little bit. Then after six or seven seconds of 
seeing it -- we lost sight of it, because there 
were six-story tenements around us so that patch 
of sky that we saw it for just lasted that small 
amount of time. 

Anyway, I kind of thought to myself 
that it was headed toward Newark Airport. It was 
going southwest kind of in the general direction. 
I didn't think much of it. So I started walking 
to go where I was going to have breakfast, and 
then I heard a dull thud; not an explosion but an 
actual dull thud with a little bit of metal to 
it. I kind of stopped in my tracks and I thought 


for a second. I said nah. 
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I continued going for my breakfast. I 
crossed Second Avenue and started walking north 
on Second Avenue between 11th and 12th Street. 

At that point probably within a minute of the 
thud, people started running out of the stores on 
Second Avenue there. They were saying, "Oh, my 
God, oh, my God, a plane just crashed into the 
World Trade Center." 

I kind of thought to myself that they 
were making -- putting two and two together with 
a low-flying plane, a thud. I kind of thought 
the worst-case scenario that it dropped a motor 
or something on the west side or somewhere 
downtown. 

I continued heading toward the greasy 
spoon diner. When I got like a store or two 
before, a woman runs out of the store and she 
possibly grabbed me by my arms; I'm not sure. 

She looked me square in the face at very close 
range, and she said, "Sir, sir, it's so terrible, 
it's so terrible, did you hear, a plane just 
crashed into the World Trade Center." I told the 
lady, "Lady, come on, get a grip." She said, 


"I'm not kidding around. She said go inside the 
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store. They have it on the radio." 

She's looking at me like pretty 
serious. I said I'll humor this nut job. So lI 
went into the store. In the store there were two 
guys with a radio, and they were intently 
listening to it. I stood there for like five 
seconds and said, "Hey guys, what's going on?" 
They said, "They're saying a plane crashed into 
the World Trade Center." 

I thought for a second. I went out on 
Second Avenue. I looked south on Second Avenue. 
You normally can't see the towers from where I 
was. But going from west to east was a cloud of 
white smoke with dust. Actually I thought it was 
a cloud at first. It wasn't traveling fast, but 
it was like a long cloud. 

Then I noticed that this cloud had like 
a light to medium gray tint on the top of the 
cloud. I kind of thought to myself oh, that must 
be a rain cloud. Then all of a sudden the light 
bulb went off in my head: If that was a rain 
cloud, the dark part would be on the bottom. I 
said something's wrong. 


So I jogged back to the fire house, 
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which is 11 blocks. As I turned on Great Jones 
Street, I saw Ladder 9 whip out of quarters. I 
ran to the fire house. There was no one there. 

I stopped at the house watch, and I saw on the TV 
the towers were on fire. 

So I called my mother from the 
department house watch and I told her, "Mom, turn 
on the TV. The towers are on fire." She said, 
"Are you kidding?" I said, "I'm not kidding 
around." I said, "Listen, I've got to go." That 
was one of my aces in the hole. I know at that 
point my mother started praying for me. She knew 
that I was probably in trouble. I usually am. 

I had nice clothes on, and I wasn't 
going to meet my friend at 10:30. So I changed 
my clothes. I threw on my uniform. I jumped in 
my bunk pants. I grabbed my turnout coat and 
helmet. I ran a block and a half over to 
Broadway, and I flagged down a cop car. 

They stopped and just said, "Come on, 
get in." So I dove in the back of the cop car, 
and they drove me down Broadway. We stopped 
somewhere east of the towers, possibly at 


Broadway and Dey. I'm really not sure of the 
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street. 

I hopped out of the car. There was 
pandemonium. There were emergency vehicles all 
over Broadway. There were a lot of people 
running around in the streets. Anyway, I knew I 
had to make my way through to the towers. As I 
started walking onto the side street -- actually 
as I stepped onto the side street, the strangest 
thing I noticed was there was like three inches 
of snow on the ground. The snow was probably 
pulverized concrete, sheetrock, loose tiles, 
insulation, asbestos or what-have-you. 

As I started walking west, I was 
looking at the towers and I was amazed. On both 
towers there was ten or more floors of fire going 
on. I wasn't aware the second plane had hit. I 
thought it was all from one plane. I didn't 
know. 

What I did at this point is I wanted to 
make my way into the towers. I was most familiar 
with the south tower, so I figured I'd operate 
there. I was familiar with it because I covered 
them before I got the spot at Ladder 9. I 


covered them at the ist Division for almost three 
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and a half years, and from time to time I worked 
vacations in Engine 10 and Ladder 10. They're on 
Liberty Street directly south of the towers, 
across the street. So you were in and out of the 
towers a lot. 

Plus during the latter part of the 
Clinton administration, Clinton and Gore would 
come to New York City on a pretty regular basis 
and they needed someone to man the Secret Service 
command post at Seven World Trade Center. So I 
would get that assignment pretty often. 

You would get, needless to say, a 
couple of coffee breaks during the course of the 
day, because they were long tours. What I would 
do is I would walk around the area, Seven World 
Trade Center, the towers, look around, just kill 
some time. So I kind of had a good map going 
there in my head as to where most everything was. 

So anyway, I approached the towers from 
Church Street and Liberty Street moving west on 
Liberty Street, staying on the far side of the 
towers and looking up. Stuff was falling off the 
towers every once in a while, panes of plate 


glass or metal or what-have-you, concrete. 
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Sporadically every once in a while you would 
catch a jumper going down. My mission was to get 
into the tower. I really couldn't concentrate on 
watching them take the whole ride all the way 
down. So I kept moving. 

Anyway, when I got across the street 
from the towers, somewhere near the quarters of 
10 and 10, I wanted to make my way up against the 
south tower. I ran as fast as I could, looking 
up, making sure I didn't get hit with anything. 
So I had to zigzag when I saw something coming 
and had to keep looking down, so not to trip over 
anything. 

There were people's unidentifiable guts 
here and there on Liberty Street. The one thing 
that I remember most was that I noticed forearm 
and hand. It looked like a young woman. Her 
hand was manicured, and she had a nice ring on. 

I looked at it for like an extra half a second. 
I was amazed how it kind of looked fake, like a 
mannequin. 

Anyway, so I continued to the building. 
I got up against the south tower. I put my hands 


on the building, and I sidestepped, looking up, 


R. LAROCCO 11 


trying to avoid getting hit from stuff that was 
falling. Ahead of me between where I was and the 
doorway that I wanted to get into, two people 
jumped from an upper floor, and they hugged all 
the way down. When they hit the ground, I could 
just see like a smash, not realizing the damage 
they had done to themselves. 

For me to get to the building, when I 
came upon these people, I had to step over them, 
do my sidestep. I actually had to do a little 
hop over, it was kind of wide. The two people, 
both their legs were blown off and one of their 
heads was smashed into a thousand pieces of 
Jell-O. There was nothing left of it. You 
couldn't identify whether it was male or female 
either. 

Anyway, I made my way into the door of 
the south tower soon after that, and I ran past 
the fire command post on the south end of the 
south tower. It was one or two of the usual fire 
safety directors, hired by the World Trade Center 
over there. 

So I ran to the north end of the south 


tower, and there's two escalators going down. 
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They're stopped. There's civilians 
self-evacuating. There's a conga line coming 
down. At the bottom of these stairs was Chief 
Donald Burns, with his aide, and trying to make a 
handy talky transmission or listen to a handy 
talky transmission. 

I ran up and I kind of stood in front 
of him. When he was finished with what he was 
doing, he looked up at me. I said, "Chief, 
Lieutenant Larocco, Ladder 9. I'm at your 
service. What do you need, sir?" He said, 
"Lieutenant, I need company men here ASAP." I 
said, "Yes, sir." 

I turned back and I ran back to the 
south end of the south tower, but I stayed inside 
the doorway. I had the doorway open, and I could 
see units going across Liberty Street from the 
east end to the west end, and I was calling out 
to them as loud as I could. It's like they 
didn't hear anything. They were just on their 
mission going. I thought to myself the only way 
to get their attention and get Chief Burns a 
company would be to run back across the field of 


fire. 


R. LAROCCO 13 


What I did was I noticed on Liberty 
Street there was an arc foot path, possibly about 
eight to ten feet wide. So I kind of looked up, 
made sure I wouldn't get hit, and I ran towards 
this foot path. I used that for cover to get 
across Liberty Street. I ran into Rescue 4 with 
Kevin Dowdell. That's a lieutenant. We were 
firemen together at Rescue 2 for many years. 

I said, "Kevin, Chief Burns needs a 
company of men ASAP, north end of the south 
tower." He goes to me, "Rock, I've got orders. 
I've got to head toward the west command post." 
So I wished him well. I saw every guy on Rescue 
4 that was working that day. 

Q. Do you know their names? 
A. No, no. But definitely Kevin Dowdell 
was the -- 
Q. Chief Burns' aide, did you recognize 
him? 
A. No, not at all. 
MR. FEILER: We're going to stop the 
tape at 11:15. 
Restarting the tape with the same 


people: Fabiola Quevedo, Lieutenant Larocco 
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and myself, Monte Feiler. It's 11:18 hours. 

Q. Go ahead, sir. 

A. After making contact with Rescue 4 and 
there was no other units around -- by the way, 
there weren't any -- I really didn't notice any 
incoming FD apparatus parking on Liberty Street 
due to stuff falling down. Once again, I ran the 
gauntlet, for lack of better terms. 

I went into the tower, and I went 
towards Chief Burns. When I caught him inside, I 
saw he was surrounded by units. Looking at the 
area where he was, there was really no way to get 
up because of people streaming down those 
escalators. 

So I made my way around into the 
Marriott. Once in there, there was a command 
post. At the command post was Chief Galvin. 
After a couple minutes, Chief Cassano showed up. 
Units were reporting in one after another. I 
caught Chief Cassano's view. I was waiting for 
orders and he gave me like a stand fast signal. 

In those few minutes there was a pay 
phone, and I called my wife, believe it or not. 


I told her where I was. I was with my gear. She 
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was really worried. Actually I had to lie to 
her. I told her I was assigned to a first aid 
station three blocks from the tower with people 
doing first aid. So once again I got another 
person praying for me. So there's another ace in 
the hole going for me. 

Anyway, I hung up on her, and I went 
back to the command post. Units were reporting 
in one after another. One unit in particular 
that I remember, Ladder 11, Mike Quilty. I was 
standing up against the counter of the command 
post. He came up to me shoulder to shoulder. I 
wanted to say hi to him. He's a friend of mine. 
In the speed and confusion the way things were 
going, he just got his orders and took his men 
upstairs. By the way, Ladder 11, there were no 
survivors from that tour from 9/11. 

Units were coming in fast up to the 
command post, and orders were being barked out 
fast. They were getting sent up all different 
staircases and making their way up as best they 
can. 

Anyway, at this point Billy Spade -- 


he's from Rescue 5. I knew him because I was in 


R. LAROCCO 16 


Rescue 2 for nine years. He comes into the 
command post, and he goes, "Hey, Rock, did you 
see where Rescue 5 went?" I said, "No, I didn't 
see anyone." As far as getting a transmission 
over the handy talky, forget about it. There 
were so many units on the scene at this time 
there was too much traffic on the handy talky 
channels, it was like useless. 

Anyway, Billy and I, teamed up and we 
made our way somewhere north on the first floor 
where there was another command post going. 
There I saw Chief Hayden, and there were some 
units kind of standing fast. Me and Billy Spade 
went past them. We went up to the second floor. 
On the second floor we found the staircase on the 


northwest side of the building. 


Q. Are you still in the Marriott now? 
A. We're in the Marriott. People were 
streaming down from the tower -- I'm sorry, we 


came out of the Marriott and into the tower 
through the interior. So now we were operating 
in the actual tower. 

Q. South tower? 


A. South tower. All the interior 
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operations that I've been describing were in the 
south tower. 

Let me take a step back. My wife 
reminded me the other day, I said, "What did I 
tell you when I called you up besides that I was 
working at a first aid station?" She said that I 
told her that it's raining people, and she said 
that I had like a hollow sound in my voice when I 
said it. 

Anyway, fast forwarding back to Billy 
Spade and I. So on the second floor of the south 
tower, northwest end of the building, there's a 
stairway there. People were evacuating down the 
stairway, and I notice water streaming down the 
stairway. That's telling me that when the plane 
hit it took out the standpipe in that particular 
stairway. I was just saying to myself by the 
size of the plane and whatnot, it probably took 
out most of the standpipes and fire suppressing 
systems within the building. 

Anyway, like I said, people were 
self-evacuating, and Billy and I went up a few 
floors. We separated ourselves by two floors. 


What we were doing was, we were just like a Fire 
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Department presence, telling people, "Calm down. 
You're almost at the bottom." We were reassuring 
them. 

From time to time I would ask people, 
"what floor are you from? Hey, you guys, what 
floor are you guys from?" They would say 51. 
Then I'd wait a few minutes. "Where you guys 
from?" They would say 63. 

Anyway, at this point some ESU cops 
were headed up the tower, and they had Scott 
packs on and no turnout coats or anything like 
that, just police uniforms. One of the sergeants 
sees me and goes, "Hey, Lieutenant, Lieutenant, 
I've got to tell you something." I said, "Yeah, 
what's up?" He actually pulled me to the side 
and he whispered in my ears and said, "The 
Pentagon just got hit with a plane." I said, 
"Get out of town. What, are you kidding me?" He 
said, "I'm not kidding around. I have good 
information. The Pentagon just got hit, I'm 
telling you." So at this point I kind of 
realized this was a terrorist act, not an 
accident. 


Anyway, from where I was stationed, 
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like I said, I kept asking people what floors 
they were from. People started coming down from 
88 and 89. I identified those floors. There 
were people coming down from 89 and they were 
dragging a woman with them. 

I said, "What's the matter?" They said 
the woman had a heart attack. I said all right, 
put the woman down. I ran down, got Billy. Me 
and Billy ran up the stairs and carried the woman 
down the stairs. When we got to the second floor 
of this particular staircase where the staircase 
terminated, there were three Port Authority cops 
there. Right away they said, "We'll take her 
from you." She was kind of heavy, and we were 
happy to put her down and take a blow. 

So we laid her down, and Billy and I 
turned to each other and were getting a game plan 
going, perhaps 15, 20 seconds, and I turned 
around and I looked at the cops and I looked at 
the woman. The woman was just like laying there. 
The cops were just standing there. They weren't 
doing anything. 

I said, "Hey, guys, are you going to 


help this woman? What's going on?" TI noticed 
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one of the guys was a sergeant. I said, "Sarge, 
did you radio for oxygen?" He had a handy talky 
on. He kind of looked at me and shrugged. I 
said, "Come on, let's pick her up, we'll carry 
her right downstairs. We'll throw her inside a 
bus, an ambulance." 

So one of the cops grabbed her from 
under the arms and I grabbed her by the legs, 
facing backwards, walking backwards. We carried 
the woman across the north end of the south tower 
from the west side to the east side. 

And we got to those escalators that I 
was telling you about earlier that Chief Burns 
was earlier operating at the bottom of these 
escalators. There weren't that many people on 
the escalators, and the escalators -- like I 
said, the motors were stopped. The stairs were 
stationary. 

Just as I put my foot on the first 
stair on the escalator, the building started like 
shaking. It was like a wave in the floor and a 
real loud noise. What we did was, me and the 
police officer started running from the east 


northeast end of the building toward the west. 
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Along my right side is the north wall, 
and it's glass. It's about 25 feet of glass, and 
about every 25 foot there's a concrete column 
there. I know this is right at my right side, 
like maybe three or four feet over my right side. 

Anyway, just to describe to you the 
collapse of the south tower coming down, I really 
wasn't aware there was a full collapse. I 
thought it might have been just a localized 
collapse. It was the loudest noise I've ever 
heard in my life. It was in both ears. Kind of 
like those rockets that they launch the space 
shuttles with, it was like I had one going off in 
each ear. When I thought it was the loudest 
noise I ever heard, every second it was just 
increasing getting louder and louder and louder. 

I was running as fast as I could. With 
this noise getting louder and louder, also what's 
happening simultaneously was light -- whatever 
light we had was becoming darkness, like 
obscuring and getting dark fast, like someone 
pulling down the shades real fast. 

Anyway, it kind of sounded to me as if 


the collapse was aimed right at me, right at my 
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back. I was running as fast as I could, and when 
I felt that I was getting overtaken by the 
collapse, where there was no hope, I threw myself 
on my knees at the next concrete column that I 
came up against I kept that on my right side. 

I held onto my helmet with my hands and 
I yelled out, "Jesus, save me." With that the 
collapse came and I started getting buried. 

Stuff was falling down. It was loud and just 
kept coming and coming. It's hard for me to give 
you a time frame. I'm just going to guess and 
say this collapse probably took about 30 seconds 
before I caught some silence, the collapse 
started to terminate. Maybe it was a little more 
than that. I don't know. There's no way of 
telling. 

At this point I'm there and the first 
words I said to myself -- it may sound strange 
hearing this in the office, but I said to myself, 
"Am I still alive?" Because there was no way of 
knowing. I knew I had brain function. Am I 
already dead? I don't know any of this. 

What I did was I said let me see if I 


can move. So I moved my left arm. I said all 
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right, that wasn't torn off. I moved my left 
leg. I said all right, that wasn't torn off. 
With that I went to take a breath, which 
apparently I held my breath this whole time. I 
guess it's like some kind of survival instinct, 
whatever you want to call it. 

I went to take a breath. I took ina 
mouthful of this thick dust of, once again, 
pulverized concrete, sheetrock, insulation, 
asbestos, whatever the heck was floating around. 

What I did there was I kind of hacked 
out what I could and put my face underneath my 
shirt. I was breathing the air that was next to 
my body, which was fairly fresh. I opened my 
eyes to look to see if I could see anything, and 
I saw nothingness, like total blackness. The 
best way I could describe it to you is if I was 
buried in my coffin with six feet of dirt thrown 
on top. Total absolute black. 

Anyway, what I did was I had some light 
stuff covering me. I really wasn't hit with 
anything too heavy. I kind of threw off whatever 
was on top of me, and I dug myself out of this 


pile of dust that I was in, like pulverized sand 
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and powder, actually more like flour than 
anything else. 

Being familiar with the buildings, I 
knew somewhere along that north wall I would find 
a doorway that would lead me to my next point of 
contact, which I'll get into as we go step by 
step. 

I started crawling along that side with 
the glass to my right, which is my north Side. 

So I was headed west, still going in a straight 
line, and feeling each pane of glass, as I was 
hoping to find that doorway. At one point I 
stopped and I tried to kick my way through the 
plate glass, but it really wasn't working. I 
just, undeterred, continued on, and did not go 
back. 

Also what I did before I started 
moving, in my turnout coat pocket I had a 
tuberculosis mask. So what I did was I took it 
out of the package, and I was able to get on this 
tuberculosis mask to kind of filter the air. It 
gave me a little bit of help. Then I started 
crawling. 


Anyway, like I said, I started 
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crawling. I hear people moaning from time to 
time, but things were so critical, the situation 
was so bad, that I didn't know if I could help 
them. I kind of felt that if I stopped to help 
them I wasn't going to make it out. So I thought 
my best way would be to make it out and try to 
get help for them from the outside. 

So PS, I'm crawling and crawling, 
operating in total blackness, but being a fireman 
on the job over 20 years, that's how you operate 
a lot of times. You operate on blank, you 
operate on feel. Knowing I had this straight 
glass wall with these concrete columns every 25 
feet, following that pattern was pretty simple, 
believe it or not. 

So I followed the glass and concrete 
until I found a door handle on one of these panes 
of glass. I pulled it, and I was able to open it 
up. What I did was I got on my knees, I opened 
up the door, and I pulled the chock out of my 
helmet. I stayed on my knees -- 

MR. FEILER: Stop the tape at 1132 

hours. 


Resuming the tape. Present is 
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Lieutenant Robert Larocco and myself, Monte 

Feiler, and Fabiola Quevedo. 

Q. Go ahead, sir. 

A. I was at the door, and I pulled the 
chock out of my helmet and I chocked the door 
open. I got on my knees, and I faced the area 
that I had just come from. Like I said, I passed 
people that were moaning. 

I called out to the people. I said, 
"You need to listen to me. I'ma fireman. I 
have a door open here. Make your way towards my 
voice. This may be your only way out. 

Everybody, come on, you've got to try. Make your 
way towards this area. Make your way toward me. 
I'm here." 

Perhaps they were civilians, 
firefighters or police. I don't Know. Like I 
said, it was absolute zero, and they had to make 
their way towards something. So I stayed there, 
and I called out to them for a couple of minutes. 

It's funny, no one came. But a few 
days later I told my sister the story, and she 
was like, "Stop the story, stop the story." I 


said, "Why, what's the matter?" She said, "I was 
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just listening to the radio. There was some guy 
trapped in the south tower, second floor, north 
end. He said the only reason he's alive is 
someone said, 'I'm a fireman, I've got a door 
open over here, you need to make your way to my 
voice.'" He kind of quoted me verbatim. She 
said the fellow said, "I don't believe that was 
actually a fireman; it was an angel sent from 
God. That was my only way out." 

Anyway, getting back to my situation, 
as far as I know, no one was coming. So I turned 
and I started crawling. In the map that I had in 
my mind, I knew I had to find these six 
elevators, a bank of three on each side. From 
there I would find the escalator and be able to 
make my way down to the first level and from 
there try and get out. 

So what I did was I was crawling, and 
once I got outside the doors, believe it or not I 
had about a foot and a half of visibility. So 
things were starting to look up for me. I just 
started making methodical searches as I would 
searching a fire apartment. 


Sure enough, I found what I was looking 
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for. I found the three I was looking for, and 
just opposite them I found the second bank. I 
knew that I was very close to this escalator that 
I was looking for that I needed to find. 

So what I did was I was feeling around 
the area searching, and I found that rubberized 
handle, whatever that is, and I felt the way it 
looped up. I felt for where the stairs were, and 
I felt the tread of the stairs. 

I went down the stairs backwards, kind 
of not knowing if the stairs were collapsed, so I 
wouldn't take a header and fall down a few levels 
should the stairs be missing. God was watching 
over that set of stairs, and I was able to make 
it down to the first level. 

When I got down to the first level, I 
started crawling around, looking for that way 
out, that exit door. I kind of realized 
something, that I was in an area of the building 
that I was unfamiliar with. The best way to 
describe it was it's some kind of service area of 
the building. 

I thought to myself what should I do, 


should I backtrack and make my way up? Also what 


R. LAROCCO 29 


was going on while everything else was going on, 
I was detecting more and more smoke in the dust. 
Fires in that area were starting to take off. I 
thought to myself without the benefit of a mask 
SCBA operating in that environment, I might get 
overcome by carbon monoxide and would never make 
it out. So I figured I'd roll the dice and 
really give the area that I was in at this point 
a good once-over, see what I could do. 

I crawled around, and I found some 
steps going down. I went down these steps, about 
five steps they were, and I was in a small little 
lobby, and I found what I was looking for. I 
found doors with push bars. So I stood up and 
pushed the push bar to open up the door, and 
nothing happened. I thought to myself this is a 
locked exit. That's illegal. It's funny the 
things that you think about. 

So I tried a second time, and I pushed 
the push bar, pushed the door and nothing 
happened. So I tried a third time, pushed the 
push bar, and then I muscled the door as best I 
could. I was only able to get the door open two 


or three inches. I could see the sunlight come 
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in through the door. Through the dust I could 
see the sunlight. 

I was able to look out the door, and I 
saw that everything had collapsed. There was a 
lot of stuff that had collapsed in front of that 
door that was blocking that path. Like I said, 
keeping in mind there's fires in the area, 
there's smoke in the dust. I had to make my way 
out of these doors one way or another. 

I didn't have any tools or anything, so 
what I did was I maintained the door in its open 
position, about two or three inches that I was 
telling you about. I laid down on the floor, and 
I put my feet flat on the door and, with my 
hands, I reached one hand between my feet and one 
hand above my right foot. With my legs I pushed 
the door with all the force I had in my body. I 
was pushing for my life. Even pushing for my 
life I could only get it open about ten inches. 
Believe it or not, I was able to work my way out 
that door opening there. 

Once I got out, I was somewhere on the 
north end of the building. I stumbled around. 


My visibility was cut by 90 percent because I had 
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all garbage in my eyes. They were burning me. 
Maybe it was like pulverized sheetrock, the 
limestone. My eyes were on fire. I could see a 
little. I was aware that I was outside and 
whatnot. Perhaps I was a little bit stunned or 
maybe in shock. I knew I was outside. 

I kind of wandered for, I don't know, 
maybe a minute or so. I got a game plan going. 
I knew that I wanted to head north. So I headed 
north for approximately a block. I came toa 
street intersection. I really couldn't tell you 
what street intersection it was, but I will tell 
you this: Just to my left hooked up was Engine 
235. They were hooked up to a hydrant, and the 
chauffeur was running water through the pumps and 
out the outlet. 

The chauffeur ran up to me -- it was 
Phil Scarfi from 235 -- he said, "Lieutenant, 
Lieutenant, I need to help you. I need to help 
you." I thought to myself, gee, I must be badly 
hurt and not know it. Maybe I'm bleeding out or 
something. So he grabbed me by my turnout coat 
and he pulled me over by the engine. 


What he did was -- he took my helmet off 
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me. I got my head and face underneath the water 
and I started washing out all the garbage that I 
had in my nostrils and in my throat, and I got to 
wash out my eyes. When I was through doing that, 
I ran my head under the outlet of the water for 
about a minute just to like cool down and get my 
wits about me. 

When I pulled my head out, I was 
drinking the water and everything. I pulled my 
head out and I looked at the water and the water 
that was coming out and it was thick brown. But 
I tell you the truth, it was the best water I 
ever tasted. 

Anyway, Phil Scarfi turned to me and 
said, "Lieutenant, what should we do now?" He 
was there all alone. By the way, everyone else 
from 235 ended up getting wiped out. I told Phil 
Scarfi, "You got any gear with you?" He said, 
"Yeah." I said, "Get your gear. We'll try 
reporting to a command post." I said "We're 
going to have to effect rescues. We probably 
have a lot of our guys missing." In the back of 
my mind, to tell you the truth, at that point I 


knew things were bad, but I really hadn't 
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realized the whole south tower had collapsed. 

So PS, Phil Scarfi, and I made our way 
to the street intersection of Vesey Street and 
West Street. I stood on the west side of West 
Street and Vesey Street facing south, and I was 
looking for that command post that I thought 
would be there and wasn't there. 

What I saw was total pandemonium. I 
saw policemen, firemen, running around, civilians 
running, no real direction. They were all 
running in all different directions in a panic. 
Some civilians were covered with blood. I recall 
that. Looking up at the tower, another jumper 
coming down. 

Anyway, while I was taking all this 
in -- this was all, say, less than ten seconds I 
was looking at all this -- I notice two things. 
I notice my hearing -- I could hear everything, 
but my hearing was like turned down, like the 
volume was turned down so I only had about 10 
percent of my hearing. People ran by screaming. 
I could hear them. I was aware they were 
screaming, but it wasn't loud. But I could also 


hear people talking. It was kind of like weird, 
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but that's what was going on between my eye 
balls. 

Also the other thing I was aware of, 
was that as I stand and I look, normally everyone 
is moving at a pretty quick pace, and they were 
in one sense, but my perception was everything 
was moving in slow motion. Just let me add to 
that everything was crystal-clear. I was taking 
in everything that was happening and checking it 
all out. 

Anyway, at this point three guys 
started running toward me. One guy believe it or 
not -- it may sound weird, but to me an 
Arabic-looking guy, American though. And the two 
guys that were chasing were yelling, "Stop, stop, 
FBI, FBI." One guy was a tall white guy. He had 
a long-sleeved white shirt and tie on. 

Anyway, I watched them chase this 
fellow toward me. Just as the guy was passing to 
my right maybe about 12 feet away, the so-called 
FBI guys, they get a hold of the guy, threw him 
on the floor and put cuffs on him. I'm watching 
all this occur like in that slow motion thing. 


The next second I heard that loudest 
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noise in the world that I was describing before 
getting louder and louder. What I did was I made 
a 180, and I started running north up the west 
side of West Street. On both sides of that side 
of West Street, there were FDNY rigs, one parked 
one right after the other. 

What happened was I saw guys dive 
underneath the rigs. Although that seemed 
tempting, I knew not to do that. That was 
something I didn't want to do, because I kind of 
figured the tower was toppling. Once again the 
way the noise was getting louder and the 
lightness of day was turning into the blackness 
of night due to the impingement of the collapse, 
I just wanted to keep moving. 

Anyway, I ran and you really weren't 
getting too far before you got hit with the 
collapse. So in my mind, coming off Vesey Street 
and West Street, I said if I can only make it to 
the rear of the third rig, that's where I'm going 
to stop and I'm going to get behind the rig and 
hug the back of the rig so if I do get caught in 
the collapse, which seemed inevitable, perhaps I 


get caught in a void and maybe dig my way out or 
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really not be crushed too bad, so if my body was 
recovered it would be pretty much intact. Weird 
things go through your mind. 

Anyway, as I got to the rear of the 
third rig, in my mind I was saying all right, 
this is it, that's where I'm going to go. Like I 
said, it sounded like the collapse was going to 
overtake me anyway before I reached the rear of 
that third rig. 

When I got to the third rig, my mind 
was saying stop, but my legs kept going. They 
wanted to make it to the fourth rig, which is 
Ladder 118. I really feel like God had his hand 
on me, because from what I understand a concrete 
column came through the front of 118 and came 
down and would have ended up crushing me had I 
chosen to seek refuge behind rig number three. 

Anyway, I started running. Ladder 118 
is a tractor-trailer. It's the longest rig that 
we have in the Fire Department. I really didn't 
feel like I was going to make it. My legs were 
really -- I was really cooking. I was running as 
fast as I could for 46 years old. 


Anyway, I made it to the back of Ladder 
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118, thinking that I had zero time left, but in 
actuality I had two and a half seconds. In that 
two and a half seconds, I got on my knees behind 
the rig and there was an eye coming off the back 
of the rig and I shoved by right hand inside the 
eye and with my left hand I put my hand on top of 
my helmet to hold my helmet on my head. 

Not thinking I had any time, the last 
thought that came through my mind -- because, as 
I'm saying, I had about two and a half seconds to 
think this -- was I thought to myself death, I 
said I just cheated you. I said now you're going 
to come back and get the payoff on me. 

With that, we got hit, and we got hit 
hard. The collapse came. The noise level was 
very, very loud. Zero visibility again. You 
feel like the ground shaking and stuff flying 
around. Afterwards, days later, I saw steel I 
beams got twisted and thrown around like 
toothpicks. There wasn't much too them. 

Anyway, so the collapse occurred. The 
time frame again, I'm going to guess and say 
perhaps 30 seconds, perhaps longer. I can't 


really give you a time frame. Not for a million 
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dollars I couldn't give it to you. That's not 
really a lot of money nowadays, a million 
dollars. 

Anyway, now the collapse stopped. The 
sound stopped. Now once again, and I'm dead 
serious, I ask myself am I still alive. With 
that I took a breath, because like I said I guess 
that defense mechanism in a situation like that 
you kind of like stop breathing. 

In that breath I took a mouthful, a big 
mouthful, of that dust. I kind of like hacked it 
out as best I could. Once again I stuck my face 
underneath my shirt to get some fresh air. I 
took about four or five breaths, and during that 
time, even though there was zero visibility, I 
was aware there were guys all around because I 
could hear them. They weren't talking. Some of 
them were crying like they were children, and 
others were whimpering like little babies. 

I took my fourth or fifth breath, and I 
really feel like God gave me the words to say to 
them. I blurted out the orders. I said, "If you 
can hear my voice, you're still alive. What you 


need to do is get your faces under your shirts 
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now. Come on, do it, do it, get it done, go, go, 
now, face under your shirt." 

With that I covered up my mouth again 
with my shirt. I took about four or five more 
breaths. I heard about half the guys stop their 
crying and whimpering, but the other half were 
still crying and whimpering. So I took another 
deep breath and I blurted out, "You guys want to 
see your families again? Get your faces under 
your shirt. Come on, do it now, get it done, 
come on, faces under your shirt, everybody, come 
on." I covered up again. 

During the next four or five breaths, I 
noticed no one was crying, no one was whimpering. 
So now I took another deep breath and I said, 
"Okay, guys, come on, the collapse is over. What 
we're going to do is, we're going to stay here 
until we get some visibility. Then we're going 
to move away from the collapse area together. 
Let's hang tight guys. Stay right where you 
are." So now I took another few breaths, and 
from time to time I would call out to the guys. 

I asked if anyone was hurt, and no one was. 


MR. FEILER: I'm going to stop the tape 
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at 1204 hours and switch to side B. 

Continuing the interview with 

Lieutenant Larocco and Fabiola Quevedo and 

myself, Monte Feiler, at 1205 hours. 

Q. Continue, sir. 

A. All right. So there we were. We were 
behind Ladder 118, and guys were all around in 
that area. We waited for a few minutes, and from 
time to time I would call out to the guys and 
just try and instill some confidence in them, try 
to keep even one guy from panicking, because I 
know if one guy panics he can start a wave of 
panic. So I kind of tried to talk everyone 
through it my best. 

After a few minutes, we got a foot and 
a half, maybe two feet of visibility. I called 
out to the guys, "All right, guys, come on, we've 
got to make our moves now. Anyone need help? 
Anyone can't move?" No one answered. 

Underneath the truck there was an ESU 
cop that where I was kneeling on my knees he had 
his head like between my knees on the ground. 
During the course of waiting for us to get 


visibility, I was aware that he was there. So I 
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helped him up, and I helped up another 
firefighter. 

We started moving away together. We 
started going north up West Street, and it was 
very dusty. There wasn't a lot of visibility. 
Perhaps as we started walking we got about three 
or four feet of visibility. Everyone was aware 
that there were guys around them, although you 
really couldn't see anyone. Of course the cloud 
was kind of like a nuclear winter thing. You're 
walking through fallout. 

As we were moved further away from the 
collapse area, and as time passed, you get more 
and more visibility. You get 6 feet of 
visibility, then after a little more time maybe 8 
feet then 10 feet then 12 feet. Now you're aware 
there were a lot of guys around. You hear masks 
going off, the pass alarm. I stopped at a couple 
of masks, but they were just masks. There was no 
one attached to the masks. 

Anyway, we walked north for a distance. 
I can't really can't give you the distance, but 
I'm going to try and tell you it was about five 


blocks. Then you were getting more and more 
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visibility. Then you kind of like stepped out 
into the sunshine, almost like where this cloud 
ended and fresh air began. 

Anyway, in this area there were a lot 
of guys, guys running around. You could see 
everyone was covered with this dust and whatnot. 
So I just figured let me continue north. Maybe 
they're making a staging area -- you figure they 
would have a staging area a little further away 
from the collapse. 

So I walked about a block north and I 
hear "Lieutenant Larocco, Lieutenant Larocco." I 
look and I see Mike McGuire from Ladder 9. I go 
over to him, and say, "Good to see you, Mike. 

You all right?" He says, "Yeah, I'm all right." 
I said, "Where's the rest of the guys?" He said, 
"I don't know." I said, "You stay with me." 

So Mike stayed with me. We walked 
north about another block. A guy starts calling 
me, "Rocky, Rocky." I look to my right, and I 
see a firefighter calling me, covered with dust. 
I look at him and say, "Who are you?" He said, 
"Smitty." Smitty, Lieutenant Smith, Ladder 9. He 


was working the day tour on September 11th. I 
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said, "Smitty, good to see you." I was almost 
apologetic for not recognizing him. With him 
were Donald Casey, Ladder 9, and Bert Stringstead 
from Ladder 9. 

Bert and Donald were sitting on that 
median in the middle of West Street. Actually 
Donald was like laying down. He sat up, looked 
at me, gave me like a peace sign, and he laid 
back down. 

Lieutenant Smith said to me, "I'm 
missing guys," this, that and the other. "Who 
are you missing?" "I'm missing Mike McGuire." I 
said, "Here, one down, Mike McGuire is right here 
with me." I called Mike McGuire over. Here's 
Mike McGuire. Who else are you missing? He said 
Jeff Walz, Ladder 9, Gerard Baptiste, Ladder 9, 
and John Tierney, Ladder 9, our probie. He had 
just came to the fire house July 28th, so he was 
only with us for about six weeks. 

I said, "All right, Smitty, stay here 
with the guys. I'm going to go back. I'll see 
if I can dig him up." I tried to assure 
Lieutenant Smith that -- 


MR. FEILER: Stopping the tape at 
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12:09. 

Resuming the interview with Lieutenant 

Robert Larocco. Fabiola Quevedo and myself, 

Monte Feiler, at 1302 hours. 

A. I tried to assure Lieutenant Smith that 
the guys were more than likely okay, that they 
probably just got fragmented away from the unit, 
that there was a lot of confusion, guys running 
in different directions, the dust making 
recognition almost impossible at times. 

So I walked back north up West Street 
into the area of the cloud. I would see guys 
walking out and I would try to look at them to 
recognize their faces, but it was kind of hard. 
Everyone was so covered with dust, you really 
couldn't tell who was who. It would be hard for 
me to tell my best friend. 

What I did was I would call their 
names. I would call out, "Ladder 9, anyone from 
Ladder 9? Jeff, Jeff Walz, are you around? 
Gerard, Gerard, where are you? John, John 
Tierney, are you around? Where are you guys? 
Come on, Ladder 9, where's the Ladder 9 guys?" I 


searched around as best I could, and I didn't 
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come up with anything. There were still guys 
leaving the collapse zone sporadically, not too 
many at this point. 

So I went back to Smitty, and I told 
him I didn't find them but it doesn't mean that 
something bad happened to them. They're probably 
attached to some other unit on the other side of 
the collapse or somewhere around. 

So PS at that point -- my eyes started 
burning again, and my skin was all irritated from 
sweating and having I guess that pulverized 
sheetrock that's made of lime and was making me 
itch and everything. I was looking for a place I 
could clean off. 

Somewhere between those buildings on 
Greenwich Street -- they have Greenwich Street 
addresses. I know my aunt lives in 310 
Greenwich. But between like between those 
buildings, maybe between the second and third 
building, there's a side street right off of West 
Street. 

There's a hydrant that was opened up. 
It was a shady spot, so up against the building I 


went and I took off my helmet, my coat and my 
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shirt, stripped down to the waist. I got up 
underneath the hydrant and gave myself a bath out 
in the street and got all the stuff off me that 
was itching me and irritating me. I got myself 
together. 

I saw a few guys. I ran into guys from 
Engine 5. They were missing Manny, who to this 
day is missing, more than a month later. 
Otherwise their unit was intact. I saw my buddy 
Billy Walsh from Ladder 1, and we sat down in the 
shade and we spoke about our experiences, what we 
went through, for a couple minutes, anyway. We 
drank some water and got ourselves together. 

At this point I went back out on West 
Street. I walked around on West Street. There 
were a lot of guys. There were guys that had 
been there prior to the collapse. There were 
guys for the recall. Units were reporting in, 
probably a few thousand guys, maybe two, three, 
maybe more 4,000 guys. 

There really weren't any orders for a 
concerted rescue effort into the collapse zone at 
that time. We were hanging out for what seemed a 


long time, perhaps an hour or so after the 
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collapse. The guys really didn't have any 
direction. 

What I did was I walked -- I stepped up 
on a median. As I walked, I called to the guys, 
"Come on, guys, get yourselves out of the sun and 
into the shade and get some water in you. When 
we start a rescue effort, I need everybody here a 
hundred percent. Come on, guys." Sure enough, 
hard to believe guys actually listened, big 
groups going into the shade and taking my advice. 

Anyway, time started passing, and 
perhaps we were there for maybe two and a half 
hours that passed. There were a lot of rumors 
going around, and I still really didn't believe 
that the second tower was hit by a second plane. 

MR. FEILER: Stopping the interview at 

1306. 

Resuming the tape at 1308 hours. Same 

people present. 

A. Like I said, the rumors were flying 
around, and they turned out to be quite factual, 
about the second tower getting hit. Although at 
the time I really didn't believe it until I saw 


it later on television. The thing about the 
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Pentagon, the plane crashing out in Pennsylvania, 
it was all coming into the picture that this is 
something major going on. 

Anyway, so there we were. We were in 
the middle of West Street, a few thousand guys 
waiting for orders. It really wasn't happening 
in a concerted effort. Perhaps there were small 
splinter groups of guys getting orders to do 
things. There we were, like vulnerable. 

Anyway, all this talk about planes 
crashing and guys using words like "kamikazes" 
and whatnot. At that point we hear a plane -- it 
turned out to be two planes, and they were 
closing in on us and the motors were getting 
louder and louder. 

All eyes went up to the sky and were 
looking. I kind of thought to myself as I looked 
at guys running for their lives and for cover 
that now we're going to get kamikazed. The 
rescue workers, they are trying to take us out. 

I stood there and looked at the sky all 
around in all directions and couldn't really tell 
where the sound was coming from. It was getting 


louder and louder. Then I spotted them, they 
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were coming out of the west, like out of Jersey 
City, that way. They were two F15 fighters. I 
saw them, they were fully armed and the dual 
tail. I started yelling, "Hey guys, guys, look, 
those are our planes, those are our planes." 
Other guys started yelling it. 

I'll tell you, everyone stood on their 
feet and everyone was cheering. I'll tell you, 
at that point even though I was kind of beat up 
at the time -- I wasn't going to give up, but I 
was beaten up. I stood up straight, I looked at 
those planes as they circled us and protected us, 
and I really felt proud to be American. 

Q. Is there anything else that you think 
is important? Anything I haven't asked you? 

A. The only thing is that later on I 
teamed up with Chief Jay Fischler of 46 Battalion 
at the time. Now he's in the 8th Battalion. We 
walked over by number Seven World Trade Center as 
it was burning and saw this 40-plus story 
building with fire on nearly all floors. We ran 
into a few of our old buddies from Rescue 2. 

Q. Do you remember their names? 


A. You know, right now I'm drawing a 
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blank. I know these guys like my brothers. Mark 
Gregory was one, and maybe Billy Esposito from 
Rescue 2. I'm not too sure about him. 

Q. What about firefighter Spade, you said 
initially did you run into him? 

A. No, you see, when we put the woman down 
and gave her to the cops, we were talking. When 
I saw the cops weren't doing anything, I said 
pick the woman up and let's go. I kind of 
thought Billy Spade was going to pick her up, but 
there was a cop right there and he grabbed her. 

At that point Billy and I separated. 
Billy ended up living. I wasn't too sure. I 
even told my wife a few days later this guy had 
to get killed. It was really bad, the collapse. 
He ended up surviving. From what I understand, 
he had a broken leg and some internal injuries. 

As a matter of fact, he told the guys 
from Rescue 5 that I was probably dead, and I was 
on their board missing, presumed dead, until 
Sunday morning. That's a whole other chapter of 
the story. I made it. I'm here. 

Anyway, after the operation Jay 


Fischler and I walked up to 1 Truck, and that's 
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where I saw the second plane hit the tower on TV. 
I was amazed. I hung out at 1 Truck for about 20 
minutes, got some water, and then from 1 Truck 
walked back here to Great Jones Street. I meta 
lot of different civilians, and they were very 
supportive. That's how I spent September 11th. 
MR. FEILER: Thank you very much on 
behalf of the department. We're going to 


conclude the tape at 1313 hours. 


